Monday,  July  12  - 


What  a  day  !  How  feeble  is  my  vocabulary  !  I  cannot  describe  my 
sensations,  I  cannot  trust  myself  to  even  make  an  attempt  towards  describing 
all  that  my  eyes  have  seen  this  day.  Early  this  morning  we  breakfasted  at  the 
charming  Hotel  Victoria  at  La  Cava  and  then  started  forth  on  the  most  interesting 
drive  I  ever  hope  to  take,  a  drive  to  Amalfi.  The  road  is  a  wonderful  bit  of  engineering 
and  extends  along  the  cliffs  of  the  Gulf  of  Salerno.  The  scenery  is  suberb  for 
sometimes  one  looks  hundreds  of  feet  down  into  the  wondrous  blues  and  greens  of  the 
gulf  while  looking  up  one  can  see  many  hundreds  of  feet  of  real  mountain  - 
suggestive  of  Alpine  heights.  It  made  my  strongest  adjectives  look  sick  as  I 
attempted  to  describe  even  to  myself  what  the  sight  actually  meant  to  me. 


The  road  juts  in  and  out  of  the  gulf  -  sometimes  through  tunnels  in  the 
mountain,  often  over  wondrous  campions  but  every  where  the  view  is  one  grand 
sweet  song.  Our  driver  seeing  appreciation  in  our  eyes  would  feelingly  exclaim 
Bella  .  I  could  not  resist  being  in  front,  so  I  went  up  on  the  box  with  the 
driver  and  started  to  work  desperately.  I  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  arm  myself 
with  my  little  Italian  book,  so  when  I  was  firmly  fixed  on  the  elevated  seat  we 
smiled  compliments  at  each  other  ( this  was  more  or  less  necessary  for  conversation 
in  as  much  as  he  knew  about  three  words  of  English  and  I  could  only  count  in 
Italian  )  and  then  began  a  series  of  gymnastics  which  he  would  interpret  into  one 
or  two  Italian  words,  saying  them  over  and  over  until  I  could  pronounce  them, 
then  I  in  turn  would  furnish  the  English  which  he  so  gladly  would  pronounce. 

By  this  time  I  would  look  it  up  in  my  little  green  book  and  if  I  was 
fortunate  enough  to  find  it  I  felt  like  a  conquering  hero  immediately.  With  this 
flow  of  soul  together  with  the  wondrous  view  I  succeeded  in  learning  quite 
a  number  of  valuable  Italian  words  and  phrases. 


Some  of  them  I  promptly  forgot  but  others  I  have  been  putting  in  constant 
use  ever  since.  We  reached  Amalfi,  an  interesting  settlement  built  on  the 
mountain  side,  and  climbed  endless  steps  to  an  old  Capucin  Convent  where  we 
lunched  and  wandered  at  will  through  the  pergola  and  amused  ourselves  by 
examining  the  cells  and  all  portions  of  the  old  monastery  and  thoroughly  enjoyed 
the  wondrous  views  afforded  us  from  the  gardens  and  the  windows.  After  lunch 
we  were  safely  deposited  in  the  same  landaus  and  were  driven  on  the  same  road 
on  from  Amalfi  to  Sorrento. 


Sorrento,  the  Sorrento  of  my  dreams  !  !  !  ! 


The  afternoon  ride  was  far  more  exhtliratlng  than  that  of  the  forenoon.  The 
mountains  seemed  higher,  the  cliffs  deeper  and  the  road  itself  wound  in  and  out  of 
the  mountains  in  the  most  surprising  manner.  The  road  sides  were  lined  with 
olive,  lemon,  orange  and  fig  groves  and  vineyards  everywhere.  The  children  smile 
at  one  and  the  women  gaily  bob  their  heads  and  everyone  seems  glad  of  a  smile. 


